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BY -DEATH BETRAYED 

A "Penny Graves" Adventure 
By DICK KRAL'S 



Penny Graves orba opened wide 
The girt detective couldn't hide 
Her doubt 
About 

The quick verdict of suicide! 

AS PENNY GRAVES stood in the dark 
garage and Watched the police pho- 
tographer focus his camera on the huddled 
corpse of Peter Van Brook, she found her- 
self shivering. It was with a feeling of 
relief that the girl detective saw the husky 
figure of Police Chief Ben Morgan bulk- 
ing through the garage doors. Morgan came 
in slowly and stood over the body. Though 
the doors had been opened for some time, 
the btttng odor of carbon monoxide gas 
still filled the air. Wrinkling his nostrils 
Ben Morgan turned to his girl assistant. 
"What do you think. Penny?" he asked. 
Suicide?" 

Penny Graves nodded her auburn head 
"That's what it looks like, Chief. Van 
Brook drove home about midnight, last 
night. At about six this morning, one of 
the servants heard the car running in the 
garage. When he came out to investigate, 
he found the garage locked— from the in- 
side. And when the police broke in, they 
found Van Brook inside the car . . .dead.'" 
The gray-haired police coroner looked 
up from the corpse. 

"It's carbon monoxide poisoning ail 
right," he volunteered. "And from the 
looks of the garage, I'll go along with 
Penny. Suicide." 

Ben Morgan rubbed his grimy, unshaven 
jaw. "Just fine," he said. "That makes it 
easy for us. But there's a hitch. Peter Van 
Brook was a very successful art dealer. 
Look at this home — worth a fortune. He 
ttad no personal troubles that we know 
about ... so far. Why would a guy like 
that commit suicide?" 

Penny Graves shook her head slowly. 
"I don't know, Chief, but maybe we can 
find out." 

TWO HOURS LATER, in going 
through the dead art dealer's papers, Ben 
Morgan and Penny found an item that in- 
terested them considerably. It was a bank- 
book, from which several very large with- 
drawals had been made within the last few 
weeks, "Look at this," said Morgan. "In 
the Bame week, Van Brook took fifteen 



thousand dollars out of the bank. Then 
fifteen thousand again, and then ten thou- 
sand. And there's no record of any impor- 
tant business transaction he'd be needing 
the money for. Where did it go to?" 

Penny studied the papers in silence, her 
brow knitting. 

"Let's see." she said slowly. "Here's 3 
check stub, made out the day before thai 
, first fifteen thousand dollar withdrawal 
ft s for five hundred dollars, to a man 
named Carl Nearby. Do we !lave ai]y ide;] 
of who Nearby is?" 

"Not yet," replied Ben Morgan. "But if 
you think it's important, we'll find out" 
The answer came easily, from Van 
■ Brook | office secretary. Carl Nearby, she 
explained was a psychiatrist whom Van 
Brook had been consulting for the past 
few months. The five hundred dollar check- 
was the wealthy art dealer's last payment 
to Nearby— after having decided that he 
no longer needed the doctor's help. 

"You see.' 1 the secretary explained, "Mr. 
Van Brook was under a strain because of 
business, and he thought a psychiatrist 
might help him. But to tell the truth, I 
think he was much more nervous after his 
visits to Dr. Nearby than before !" 

Ben Morgan lit a cigarette and watched 
the smoke wreath toward the ceiling. Then 
he said. "Penny, why don't you go over 
and consult Dr. Nearby? As a patient, of 
course. See what you can find, and mean- 
awhile we'll check on him from this end. 
Good luck!" 

"JUST WHO recommended that you see 
me.. Miss Graves?" asked Carl Nearby, lean- 
ing forward over his desk. He was a very 
slender man, with iron-gray hair, and jet- 
black eyebrows. 

Penny hesitated a moment. 
"You'll probably be surprised xo hear 
this," she said, "but it was Peter Van 
Brook. It ... it was terrible about his 
suicide this morning, wasn't it?" 

"Terrible," Nearby agreed smoothly. 
'Very shocking, but I expected it. He was 
a very troubled, very sick man. And when 
he refused my further care, I was afraid 
the outcome would be tragic. But about 
your own case. Miss Graves, I'm sure that 
I can help you." He reached for an appoint- 
ment pad. "Let's make a date for tomorrow, 
and then we can talk at length!" 
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As Penny rose to leave she held her 
ndbag up before her and there was a 
~tly audible "click." 
"Chief, I have it!" exclaimed Penny, 
shing into Ben Morgan's office. "I snap- 
a picture of Nearby with rily miniature 
era, fixed into the clasp of my hand- 
I stalled him off when he got suspi- 
pus." 

""Fine! Where's the photo?" 
' They're developing it in the lab," she 
(d, 'How about you? Could you find out 
nything about Nearby?" 

Not yet," said Morgan. "We've checked 
name in medical records extending 
thirty years, and there's not a single 
liatrist by that name. So far, we 

A white-smocked girl entered the office, 
' " ng out a still wet photograpmc print. 

n Morgan examined the photo of Carl 
trby slowly, without speaking. Then he 
'led out to one of the books at his 
ider. "Files of confidence men and 
- ilers," he explained. "Nearby's face . . . 
"lainly - . . seems . . . familiar . ■ 
f-There!" 

Morgan's stubby finger pointed at a 
tograph that bore a striking resem- 
d Carl Nearby. "He must have dyed 
and eyebrows— but I'll swear it's 
e man. Let's see. He used to call 
Calvin Norton. Even the initials 
the same!" 

Vhat was he convicted of, Chief?" 
J asked. 

jtunm, Swindling and blackmail." 
Uckmail !" Penny gasped. "Those 
withdrawals that Van Brook made 
the bank, right after he stopped 
" Nearby. Do you think that — posing 
• pjychiatrist — Nearby might have been 
ailing Van Brook, and that finally 
dealer might have killed himself in 
-ration?" 

>rgan slammed the book together, 
: wrtamly fits in," he said. "But we 
"[ got the goods on Nearby until we 
cj: just who cashed those fifteen thou- 
dollar checks. We'll go to work on 
Meanwhile, Penny, you get over to 
by's place and stick around outside, 
tries to beat it, get word to me on 
two-way radio!" 
«cer, Chief!" 

minutes later, Penny Craves waj 
her little coupe, parked down 
block from Nearby's office. There was 
:k sedan in front of the house, 
:t sign of activity. It was grow- 
bte in the evening now, and the street 
began to flicker on. Suddenly, as 
watched, the slender figure of Carl 
hurried out of the building. Carry- 



ing a leather portfolio, he climbed into the 
sedan. With a clashing of gears and a 

i powerful throb of motors, he was speeding 
down the block. 

* "This is it!" Penny exclaimed. She flick- 
ed on the radio and spoke a few staccato 

. words into it; 

i, Then her coupe raced away in pursuit 
of Nearby's big sedan. 

Jamming her foot against the brake. 
Penny screeched to a stop scant inches 
from the other car. Her hands rose, as 
Carl Nearby came toward her in the dark 
street, holding a levelled automatic. 

"Get out," he said, "and stand against 
that building wall." 

Penny slowly climbed out and backed 
up against the wall, beneath an overhang- 
ing fire escape. Nearby followed her, like 
a snake closing in on a paralyzed rabbit, 

"When did the coppers get wise?" hs 
asked harshly. "When — and bow?" 

Penny answered with an effort. "Those 
big checks that Van Brook drew from the 
bank. That and his suicide made it look 
like blackmail. Plus your prison record . . . 
Mr. Calvin Norton." 

Nearby's gun twitched uncontrollably 
for a moment. 

"So you know that too, eh? Let me give 
you the rest of the story — before I finish 
you off. I met Van Brook in jail, years 
ago. He was doing time for robbery. Later, 
when I got out, I set myself up as a phony 
psychiatrist. It was a good racket, and then 
I met him again, and saw how successful 
he'd become. It was worth his while to pay 
me well to shut me up about his jail sen- 
tence . . . until he got discouraged and 
panicky — and committed suicide. 

"That put the heat on me," Nearby went 
On, "but I'm ducking right now — and you 
won't be able to tip the cops off about me !" 

His finger tightened on the automatic's 
trigger. 

JgEFLEX-SWIFT, Penny's hand reach- 
ed up and grabbed at an iron rod 
above her, pulling hard. The release to the 
fire escape extension caught for a moment 
and then slipped down. Penny flung her- 
self to one side, as the tremendously heavy 
metal ladder thundered down. It smashed 
against Carl Nearby, burling him to the 
ground and pinioning him there in a re- 
lentless iron grasp. His gun went off once 
harmlessly and then dropped against the 
wall, where Penny grabbed it. 

"You're through," she said softly. "Van 
Brook's death was a' suicide all right — but 
it put us on the trail that led to you!" 

From the street outside the dark alley- 
way came the hornet-like whining of police 
car sirens, drawing nearer and nearer . . . 
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*FI?EDD1E AND I GO FOR 
"THE x DOUBLE-PLAV OF 
$TyLE AND WEAR THAT 
WINTHROP 5HOE* GIVE U£, 

"Yes sir, Winthrop Shoes 'bat i 
thousand' for style, comfort and 
long wear. They're nigged, they're 
different, they're just the thing form 
active feet-grown or grow h 

*VilUbropt are 'htg «■ 
SaguV in every way? _ 

*ON OF FAMOUS BALLPLAYER FOLLOW* IN DADS FOOTSTEPS 
FREDJR.5<Z«ff :*I fURE LIKE THE IDEA OF WEARING 
WINTHR&P ^TyLED JU*T LIKE DADfc 

"No 'kid style' shoes for me. My Winthrop Jrs. are styled just 
V, S V^K exactly like Dad's- the only difference is the size. All the kids wane 
Mliim. 'em—they're in 'first place' with all my gan ; 




'Winthrop Shoes for met 

CINTHROP SHOE COMPANY - DIV 



Shown here is Winthrop's exc : 
sive Klomp identically styled U • 
men and boys with rocker bottom^ 1 
and rugged rolled-edge sole. Also 
available in half-track and triple- 
decker rubber soles. 
INTERNATIONAL SHOE COMPANY . SAINT LOUIS 



